


tones Labours lofh 

Boy . Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart . 

And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

ffuee. Therefore I doe it, and I make no doubt. 

The reft willere come in, if he be our. 

Thercs no fuch fport, asfport by fport orethrowne : 
Tomaketheirs ours, and ours nonebut our owae. 

So (ball weftay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt,dcpart away with lhame. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maskt,t lie maskers come. 

Enter Biackymoeres with m up eke the Boy with a fpeech } andthe 
reft of the Lords difguifed. 

'Page, All haile the richeft Beauties on the earth . 

Bcr. Beauties no richer then richTaffata. 

Pag.zA holy par cell of the fairefi dames that euer turn'd thetr 
h aches to mortali viewes . 

•ThcLadies turne their backes to him, 

Ber. Their eycsvillaine, their eyes. 

Pag. T hat euer turn’d their eyes to mortali viewes. Out 

Boy . True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out ofyeurfauours heaucnly fpirits vouchfafe 
2fot to beholde * 

Ber . Once to behold, rogue. 

‘Pag . Once t e behold with your Sunne-beamed eyea, 

TVithyour Sunne-beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anlwcr to thatEpkhite, 

You v rebeft call it daughter beamed eyes, 

Pag. They doe not markc me, and that brings meour. 

3 ere. Is this your pcrfeflncffe ? be gon you rogue. 

Rofa. What would thefe ftrangers 
Know their mindcs Boyct. 

Ifthey doefpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fomcplaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. W hat would you with the Princes ? 

Ber. Nothing butpcacc, and gentle vifuation; 

Pop. Wpat would they, fay they ? 

Boy Nothingbut peace, andgentlc vifuation. 

^ of a. Wh y that they hauc ; and bid them fo be gon, 
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Louts Labour slop. 

Boy . Shee fayesyou haue it, and you may be gon. 

Km. Say to her we haue meafur’d many miles, 

To tread a Meafurc with you on the gralTe. 

B»y. They fay that they haue tncafur’d many a mile,. 

To tread a Meafurc with you on this grafle. 

Rofa. Itisnocfo. Askc them how many inches 
Is in one mile? If chey haue meafur’d many, 

The meafurc then of one is eaflie told. 

Boy. If to come hitheryou haue meafur’d miles. 

And many miles : the Princclfe bids you tell, 

How many inchesdothfill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her we meafurethem by weary fteps. 

Boy. She hearts hcrfelfc. 

Rofa. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles you haue ore-gone," 

Arc numbred imhetrauell of one mile? 

B ero. We number nothing that we fpend for y ou, 
Ourdutieisfo rich,fo infinite. 

That wc may doe it Hill without acoompt, 

Vouchfafe to fliew theSunfliine of your face. 

That wc(likefauages) may worfhip it. 

Rofa, My face is but a Moone andclouded too. 

Kin. Bleftcd arc clouds, to doe as fuch clouds do. 

Vouchfafe bright moone, and thefe thy ftars to Qiine, 
fThofc clouds remoued) vpon our waicrie eyne. 

Rofa. O vaine pcticioner, beg a greater matter. 

Thou now requeftsbue Moonefhine in the water. 

Kin. Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one change.. 

Thou bid’ll: me begge, this begging is not ftrange. 

Rofa. Play mufickc then, nay you muil doeitfoone*. 

Not yet no dance : thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Will you not dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 

Rofa. You rookc the Moone at full, but now Ihe’s changed? 

Kin. Yet ftiil (lie is the Moons,and I the Man. . 

Rofa. The mufickc playes, vouchfafe fomcraotion to it r 
Our cares vouchfaf e it. 

Kin. But your Iegges fiiould dock. 

Rof. Since you are ftrangers, and come heere by chance. 
Wee’ll not be nice, take hands, wewittnotdance.. 
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